DAVID GWYN
Silken sails and blazoned standards flapping idly day by
day,
And within his high poop-turret, more than mortal to
behold,
The High Admiral Medina lounging idly, clothed with
gold:
Not a thought of peril touched them, not a dream of
what might come,
Proudly sailing, sure of conquest, with the benison of
Rome,
And far down among the oarsmen's benches, fainting,
desperate,
David Gwyn, a patriot helpless with a burning heart of
hate.
With the roaring Bay of Biscay louder winds and greyer
skies,
And the galleons plunge and labour, and the rolling
mountains rise;
Blacker loom the drifting storm-clouds, fiercer grow the
wind and sea,
Far and wide the galleons scatter, driving, drifting help-
lessly.
Higher mount the thundering surges; tossed to heaven,
or fathoms down,
Rear or plunge the cumbrous galleys while the helpless
oarsmen drown.
Like a diver the Diana slides head first beneath the
wave,
Not a soul of all her hundreds may her labouring con-
sorts save.
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